CHAPTER  XX
IT was September, and the rains were drawing
to a close; there was a week of hot sunny
weather before the next day's rain and heat was
intense. The last weeks of heat before the cold
weather were the worst to bear; people who had
gone cheerfully through May and June and the
dragging months of rain flagged now in Septem-
ber; it seemed impossible to live through the heat
until the poojah festivals set them free for a holi-
day in October, free to go on leave to the hills, to
camp, to the sea.
Mr. deSouza's house was quiet; the Bartons'
and the Mascarenes's suites were closed, Mr.
Kawashima was ill.
The house had suffered badly in the rains, the
walls were mottled with damp, mildew, and a
fungus that spread in green and greasy patches,
the wood of the shutters had swelled and they
would not close properly; the garden looked
derelict, leaves and earth swept up in ridges on
the lawn, the water lying stagnant in the drains.
Already it had a graveyard smell, and still Mr.
deSouza was mysterious and obstinate and would
not do the repairs,
"The house looks as if it will fall/' Robert
warned him. "You'll never let these empty suites
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